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SMITHFIELD ROSCIAD. 


HE world's aſtage”---ſo mighty Shakeſpeare ſaid: 


Each frets his hour, and mingles with the dead.--- 
Some play the higher,---ſome the lower part, 
But his the nobleſt with an honeſt heart. 


Each hugs himſelf, and with a partial eye 
Here thinks his neighbour low, and there too high : 


So far we're right, as partial to our own, 


To make this bitter * of life go down. 


In all copay you'll "oe 3 fools, ſome 8 
And men to various paſſions, various ſlaves: 


B STATESMEN, 
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STATESMEN, though great in rank, are ſmall in parts, 


F or diff rent intereſts turn their little hearts: : 


But heiler always ſo, or now the vogue, 

He with the greateſt wit's the greateſt rogue: 

God help the fool! for what with wit, and lies 

He muſt be cau ght when ſpiders ſwarm like flies. 


Tpheſe are the parts, and each fulfils the _ 


The wit, the fool, the knave, the honeſt man 


In each I've play'd, and mark d the moral page, 


Held up the mirrour to a vicious age, 

Pointed at vice, and all her bawdy crew, 

And wept with Virtue, when ſhe wept for you: 
Wiſh'd from my inmoſt ſoul, the parts might pleaie 
And pleaſing move, the me wiſh'd diſeaſe,--- 


Quite weary of my 1 I quit the ſtage, 
And hope ſome Canpous from a feeling age : | 
Conſign applauſe to thoſe my labours rear d, 
And in your gen'rous mem'ries-:-fink---;e:er'd. 
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If various ſervitudes of long grimace, 
May, in the public's favour, ſhare a place, 
Muſt I retire unprais'd ?---ſome few there are 
Would ever bind me in the comic ſphere, 
Unfeeling ſouls, to nature, and to health, 
Will burn cauſe Garrick hath amaſs'd ſome wealth: 


True he hath ſome, the very wealth was yours, 


For which he gave ye his theatric powers: _ 

« Pſhaw, cries Selinda, ſhould he tho' retire, 

<« Till age, or fickneſs wear him, or we tire ?” 
True, he ſhould not,---but now he kindly begs 
Your pity Ladies,---whilſt he boaſts ſome legs? 
Lord adds Miſs Pude!---ſuch inſolence indeed, 
« Actors like him ſhould by the Town be free'd,” 
And fo he bopes---and with his errors too, 
Which when you mention, pray relate them few ? 
All men have more, or leſs---"'tis human lot, 

Did even Roscivs play without a ſpot ? 


Critics will ever drag thoſe faults to view, 


But Garrick triumphs---when they find them few. 
nk | Whole 
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Whole twenty years I've try'd to pleaſe the age, 
And rais'd, and left you, what I wiſh'd, the ſtage: . 
Genius, and men in various parts to pleaſe, 
When GakRIck's rolling on the Italian ſeas. 


And firſt permit me to preſent the Town ' - 


With HozranD,---firft, and neareſt in renown. 


_ Horrand advance; advance as Garrick wou'd | 
For is not imitation great, when good ! 
Accept the genius,---for I meant his fame 


Should riſe ſuperior to the burrow'd flame. 


O'Brien next, for ſure O'brien's parts 
Have ſtole ſome corners, in ſome ladies heart; 
A genius bleſt with every pleaſing power, 
And form'd for rapture, for one night's amour. 
A real AßchER— there his humour charms, | 
O! how he riots in his CRERRV'Ss arms: 
But when he teaches, and ſhe gabbles love, 
Maids thrill below, as well as maids above - 
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And ſome ſo pleas'd with Mr. Martin's face, 
Would leave off tea,---to be in Cuzrry's caſe, 
Can ye diſpel the flutter from the breaſt, 
When he Lord Trincket enters gaily dreſt ? 
Can ye conceal the language of the eye, 
And ceaſe to flirt the fan, when he goes by ? 
Say, would ye ſpeak, if there was room to prove 


One little fault, againſt that Man of love? 


Tho' void of crinifon, if a comic . 


May in the publics favour ſhare a place, 


KING has ſome right to praiſe---yet, ſtill perhaps 
You're not ſo hearty as he merits claps. 

It would be tedious to recount th' applauſe, 

His various characters from CAN DOUR draws: 
Mark in Love & la Mode. where, Shuter puffs, 
He rides as eaſy as Sir Archy ſnuffs. 


I have been told and told without a ſneer,, 
That King's at Plymouth what your Garrick J here: 
Oo! what a proof « of taſte---a ſinking port: 
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They ſpread the truth, and to the fact they'll ſwear, 
King ſhines in Bobadil,. and melts in Lear: 
In Ricyasd, I a little more engroſs, 


But King is equal---when he bawls---2 * £4 


Palmer hop in; with t. thy peculiar air, 


With all thy taſte of bag, and ſolitaire : 
For men muſt own it, when the Fair allow 


A 7 


That PALMER is, che rulip of a beau. a 


* may man, to Shuter cannot bow 
Nor can ye blame "Ry in 8 . 
When Major Oakley cures a jealous wife-: | 
Faults he hath ſome,---but then his humour 8 


The hands of Gods to drown them with applauſe. 


E'en nature's errors paſs not critics eyes, 
Garrick's too ſhort---and Branſby s out of * 
Was: ever yet one man, without one ſpot; 


But if a Genius, nine to four, a Sot; 
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Defects in nature are beneath retort, 
Tho' Foot drinks elaret by one word diſtort. 
At real vices let our ſatire fly, 


Nor tell Poor Davis that he wants an eye. 
But touch the man, when affectation draus 
Beyond all decency, and Shakeſpeare's laws : 
I well remember both the time, and place, 
When this OrRHEIILo fear'd to ſpoil that face; 
Rejected ſmut, rejected Shakeſpeare's ſcene, 
Yet more the Megro than if black' he'd been. 
I did not paſs uncenſur d in the part; 


Tho' Quin was heavy, yet that Quin was ſmart : 
When maſk'd---how like ye Garnricx-——how's the ban "i 
The boy I've ſeen, but, where's the kettle pra #817 3 
Twelve riſing miles remove the fretting feene; 
And dare OrTgeLLo' upon Richmond green, 
Sneer on the migfity:Manaper and Cheng 1 
And laugh and ſquall with Mrs. Daly too: 


Allow them neither ſtart, nor pauſe i in tune, 


Here prove they oh! too late---there, ah! too \ ſoon, 1 
Beg 
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Beg Mrs. Lee would not be quite ſo proud, 
Or, midſt her acting, talk afide---ſo loud: 


Not to forget amidſt her regal train, 


' She's but a Chamber-maid in Drury-lane: 


Give Weſton merit, for the man hath ſome, 


But beg GREAT Mr. Hayes may ſtill be dumb : 


And tho' the former loves a tawdry punk, 


The latter, like him, ſometimes will get drunk: 


Tho' more, perhaps, with vanity than gin, 


Hayes cannot act, but ſtill that Hayes can grin : 
Allow no merit when the man has none, 


In pity {till let Dibble's eye alone. 


But why ſo ſerious---for you love to roalt | 


Don't Branſby tread too heavy for a ghoſt ? 
He does indeed---now T'll allow that fair, 


For Ghoſts, as ſhadows, -move as light as air: 


We'll do our utmoſt then to melt him down, 
And hope he'll move, and fly to pleaſe the Town. 


How weak is reaſon, and how blind is man, 


When woes, like fogs, obſcure his faireſt plan: 
The 
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The world declares---that on our ſtage of ſtrife 
D* js held---the cauſe a pretty wife: 


Talk on vile world---for ſcandal's never dead; 
But pray be tender of a Beauty's bread ? 


Here I defy your arts.---your utmoſt ſpleen, 
To caſt a ſneer on Drury's virtuous queen 
Pritchard, to all the world thy merit's known, 
It needs no panegyric to the town. 


If form, if beauty, if majeſtic grace, 
If all the powers of eloquence, and face 
Attention claim, tis CiBszR's 3---who can rage, 
In love like her, or who in love aſſwage? 
In manners eaſy, 15 affections fair, 
The publick's darling, . the Soldier's care. 
Were not her merits great, as great their dates, 
Some wavering few might be allur'd by YarTzs, 
And be forgiven : for ſuch ſuperior charms 


| Might draw the deſart hermit to her arms, 
| D 


Might 
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Might raiſe,---I dare not ſay---might even raiſe 


May poles to love,---and kneel to offer praiſe. 


Of Genius lovely ofts{pring,---Palmer riſe, 
A virtuous form, without the art of eyes 
When wife to SULLEN “ proves her wretched fate, 
Have you not Wifi 0 thoſe charms a better mate? 
Have you not wiſh'd in ſpite, a little fin, 
And curs'd poor ScruB's unlucky coming in? 
Tell me, for I am ſure ſhe drew regard, 
The GuaRDIAN courted by ſo ſweet a warD. 


She wants ſome feelings, daſh'd with ſparks of fun, 


I would not have her quite ſo much a nun. 


A contraſt truly, here, that truth muſt fail: 
Call Haxr a nun,---muſt be offending T*. 
Tis very true, ſhe has but gleams of grace, 


But bleſt with an endearing, laſting face. 


Here you muſt be profuſe, for thanks are due, 
From Scathing-lane, to royal eaſy Kew: 


* BEAUX STRATAGEM, 27 5 wake 
Strive 
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Strive with your hands aſſent-—for all muſt ſtrive, 
When ſurly Critics own ſuch praiſe to CLive: 
It makes me ſtare a form fo neatly fat, 

Should be in motion 627 as in chat, 

But there ſhe's CLIVE, without the form of art, 
A jolly perſon, with the jollieſt heart. 
Pope, on her Bull of mirth, hath fairly rais'd 

A character, by all admir'd and prais d: 

There can be few who ſee the lively laſs, 

But praiſe the likeneſs, if they hold the glaſs : 
Mark how the paſſions of ſixteen appear, 

When novels wound the heart, and charm the ear ; 
Could RIcHARDSON himſelf delineate more, 


Or gain more praiſe, than Honzycoms hath bore? 


It nature, art, and genius' can engage 
In one united, to adorn a ſtage, 
Let PowsL play :---a perſon form'd to pleaſe, 
It ftature can with ſymmetry and eaſe: 
It ſenſe, if manly ſenſe adorns'a part, 


If ſeatures prove the feelings of the heart; 
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If keen expreſſion from the keeneſt eye, 
A voice not ſmoothly low, nor loudly high 


Are own'd the ſtriking graces of the ſtage, 


Let Powzr riſe---the Actor of the age. 


Beſides theſe Veterans there are ſtill ſome few, 
Juſt from the nurſery come, and /pþick, ſpan, new : 
Theatric miracles from Dublin's ſhore, 

To pleaſe, alas! when Garrick is no move : 
Their names excuſe, the bills will timely * 


The Lears, the Richards, that I promiſe now. 


Foor I've engag'd---and part the ſtrolling crew, 

Poor Mr. Sneak, and Major Sturgeon too; 

It needs no recommending,---Foot's fat flaps 

Will quite obliterate me, with peals of claps : 
The Major's battles, and the Mayor's cane, 
Will raiſe the glory of old DxuRxY-LANE. 

Wits ſwarm like fools, and will invent to pleaſe, 
When I'm retir'd in hopes of years of eaſe : 
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Give me your wiſhes, let my wiſh prevail, 
And breathe, ye lovely Fair, an am'rous pale, 
Your little ſighs I'll drown at White-hall Rairs, 
And with them bury my theatric cares: 
In ſoft IraLIA ſearch for ſomething new, 


And to a: gen'rous CounTRY---bid---Adieu, 


Lapis adieu, adieu ye wits, ye men, 


Buſkins adieu, adieu, dear IsLE agen. 


But, what a tax is here! and made by thoſe 
Who can't experience what themſelves impoſe: 
A tax as ſour as Cypk's e' er can prove 
To thoſe who maler it, and to thoſe who love: 
« Averſe alike to flatter, or offend,” 


I muſt reſiſt ? you can't then Canpovus tend? 


I only meant before J left the ſtage 
To recommend my Children to the age, 
Of them, the beſt es Sow Ta drag'd, and bound 
To tread with humbler many SMITHFIELD ground. POS 


E Servants 
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Servants muſt ever bow to higher fway, 
And what the Town propoſes muſt obey : 
This Rich, and Garrick found when mighty Beek, 


And mightier yet Fitz k hot from Cork 
Made terms of peace, a kind of terms thought fit 
To be approv'd thro' force, and not thro' wit: 
Since which, it is reſolv'd, and all agree 

Theſe Triſh Sons ſhall SuITHTIEID's monarchs be: 


Nonſenſe, and nature plead with truth, that they 
| 9 Who are the dulleſt, ſhould inveſt the ſway: 

But which the dulleſt it is hard to ſwear; 

Dull they were born, and they've digreſs'd with care: 
To wit Fitz -k never made pretence, 

And B---k ne'er blunder'd into common ſenſe: 
78 Contemptuous blanks, without one ſingle ray, 
Without a ſoul to give the body day I 

* One huge, one ſmall. both ſtudious of diſgrace; 
And each a thoughtleſs, vague, potatoe face: 

But bleſt with that, philoſophers have ſaid 


Ne'er was, a wond'rous vacuum of head: 
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St. Patrick's ſelf was but a fool to them, 


Now ſtigmatiz'd with name of Gentlemen. 


If any man can ſay, or dare depoſe 
Why theſe two foes to ſenſe ſhould not be choſe 3 
Let him be dumb, dead, dumb; adopted too 
The firſt dull Booby, to the firſt dull Two: 
Silence profound: — which is, in ſhort, to ſay 


Mem- con- and dirty SMITHFIELD feel your ſway. 


In that wide place where tatter'd enſigns wave, 
Where Ozen over drove rebellious rave, 
Where Horſes whinny, and where Jockeys cheat, 
Pigs grunt, Calves bellow, Ewes, and Weathers bleat, 
Where ſtinks engender, houſes nod in air, 
Where once BaxTHoOLOMEW prolong'd his Fair, 
(Till City Mayors repin'd at SMITHFIELD pride, ) 
Where riots ripen'd, and where . died. 
A Gothic Vatican of lofty fize 


Conſpicuous ſtands, and nodding hurts the eyes, 


In 
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In antient days it might, perhaps, have bore 

A martyr's virtues,---now the common whore 
Lewd revels hold, and gin drunk villains keep 
Their crimes from juſtice, and in darkneſs fleep 


In this a dull Academy is plac d 


Which Yates and Shuter many years have grac'd: 


Where Kings and Queens are got without a bed, 

And taught, to ſqueak, and ſquall for paint, and bread: 
Where Dancers fit their legs to trip the ſtage, 

And infant Harlots practiſe to engage: 

Here DuLLNEss, as a part 0 all well known 


Erected B**k's; and great Fitz---k's throne, 


Now {trumpet Faux her clarinet had blown 
In every hole, and corner of the Town : 
* On ſuch a day, in dulleſt pomp array'd, 
d Their heavy Coronation ſhould be made: 
From ev'ry part the high and vulgar run, 
Some at the ſetting, ſome the riſing ſun : 
People of all degrees impatient meet, 
From Radciitt-croſ:, to high South Audley Street! 
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In frocks and bobs, in garters, ſwords, and bags, 
In wigs, and no wigs, —ſattins, ſilks, and rags, 
From Court, from Inns, from pulpits, and from garrets, 
On foot, on horſe, in carts, in hacks, and chariots; 
All eager preſs to ſee a fight ſo rare, 
A coronation, and Theatric fair. 

No Wilton carpets ſmooth the rugged way, 
But various filths unmov'd, collected lay: 
Six mealy paſtry-cooks firſt ſtride along, 
Blanching the way with er/e, and Oss1an's ſong: 
Then four theatric Infants Mart appear, | 
Holding in effigy the rob'd VoLTAIR, 
Like TirTy-Dor:z a nightman ſolus comes 
With How's works new gilt from Brewhouſe bums : 
Two heads ſupport two open empty trunks, 
With Smollet's hiſt'ry lin'd---for two vile punks: 
Six butter boys with each one pound in hand, 
Folded in Mar.ocx's plays compleat the band: 
A whithng ſuburb Grocer next was ſeen, | 
To light his pipe with Murphy's Deſart ſcene : 

F Sons 
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Sons of the Clergy ſeven ſtrew the ways, 

With Foot's tranſlations of old Moliere's plays : 
Love @ la mode three high cheek'd Scotſmen bore, 
Which as they mov'd' they curs d, and curſing tore : 
Mozeen dark Uſher came with one white wand, 
Love at firft fight fill'd up his wooden hand: 
Behind him mov'd with ſoft affected pace 

Miſs Molly Mattocks with a velvet face, 

Quav'ring, and ſtraining out of tune, and rule, 
Like Shock when ſqueezing of his mattin ſtool : 
Turn'd as he walk'd, and curs'd his iron fate, 
Wiſhing caſtration, and Peretti sſtate: 

Who with a bolſter'd form, advanc'd in ſong, 

A ſpontoon ſcarce ſo ſmall, nor half ſo long, 


Tenducci he; for ſurely ſuch another, 


Was never got by man, or own'd by mother: 


Behind theſe poor apologies for men 


Came flutt' ring Elliot, pretty, wanton Hen, 
1 Dreſs' d in a diſmal crape: a crimſon ſhame 
| | Declar'd ſhe'd injur'd him who rais'd her fame: 


So 
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80 ſweet a form drew pity from the mob, 


Who prais'd contrition, and gave ſob for ſob: 


One thouſand paramours attend her train, 

Who from her piercing eye receive diſdain,--- 
Behind this motley. crew, CoTT--L-- came, 

As dead to common ſenſe as dead to fame: 

A formal, ſtooping, ſtam' ring, hodge-podge thing, 
Who Dab-chick like mov'd off on woe, * wing 2 
Badley, Marr, Burton, Parſons, Watkins, Lee, 
Appear'd dull ſons of dull tautology: 


Fox folly's ſtandard bore,---Strange ruff d the drum, 


And Mrs. Bennet thumb'd---a dull hum- ſtrum: 
Behind a ſhadow of Will Whitehead came, 

His left hand held a mug, his right leg lame ; 

The R her hand the School for Lovers ſpread, 

And nodding onions conſecrate his head : 

Upon each ſhoulder ſat two owls in tears, 

The happy omens of ſome future years; 

The mob the preſage mark d with one huzzai, 

The Phantom trembled---ſhrunk, and ſlid away. 
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From Covent-Garden iflu'd Village Madge, 
A rural Queen; and beauty was her badge: 
She, in the Bower of Love a Goddeſs bred, 
With rapture Kaka, and with pleaſure fed: 
Grace of the painted Theatres, the eyes, 
The ears of either ſex; the brave, the wiſe 
Drink love, drink melody; confeſs my choice 
The lovelieſt woman, with the ſweeteſt voice : 
Theſe all, and all that yet the ſmiling ſtage 
Adorn, or hath adorn'd in earlier age, 

Wit, beauty, laughter, gaiety, good ſenſe 
Meet in this Queen of gentle dalliance. 


Hopes follow'd next, nam'd Dunſtall moſtly there, 


Mounted on Mother QuicksET T's “ lame, blind mare, 


But notwithſtandiug ſhe was lame, and blind, 
Hid in a bonnet Deb rab + jolts behind: 
High above all on SamsoNn's Indian beaſt, 
B--k and Fitz---k ſtar'd above the reſt : 


Love in a Village, + Mrs. Walker. 


In 


_ 
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In leaden armour back to back they ſtrode, 

And on his trunk-the-battefdiBucklrft rode; 

His torch like HyMen's blaz'd, he grin'd, he ſung, 

And peals on bones and cleavers Butchers rung : 

Shouts of -applauſe the Vulgar ſent abroad, 

The Monſter rear'd, and ſhook his leaden load: 

Two cringing ScoTsMEN held his {lipp'ry tail, 

Attentive leering, catching ſhowers of ſtale : 

Could we have fathom'd once the Monſter's mind, 

He muſt have deem'd the office moſt unkind ; 

Half reaſoning nam'd by 8E NSE tween pole and pole, 

To be the hack to two, with none at all. 

Dejected thus, the Elephant advanc'd, 

Buckhurſt his bacco chew'd,---the ScorsuEN pranc'd, 

Smart Dyzxz trip'd with various ribbons hung, 

And fair Miſs HALLAu follow'd, chaſte and young: 

Eaſe and good-nature, with unhurtful ſport, 

Grac'd with peculiar Majeſty her port. 

And ſhe the Woman, whom ſweet Mic made 

T' excel herſelt,---in lilly white array'd 
6 Sweet 
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Sweet Brent! advanc'd, by right a little proud, 
And gentle echo quite inſpir d the croud. 


Nature's dear Darling, and the Summer's pride 


Soſt philomel, the ſofter Vincent's guide, 

On whom, the ſhade of Gay enraptur'd ſmil'd, 
Calling her Polly, and his own fweet child: 

The two Miſs Youngs reſpectful diſtance keep: 
And Mrs. Lamp and Jones were ſeen to weep.. 
Hoppkins, and Plim a wantonneſs expreſs d, 
The latter like a Captain * ſprucely dreſs'd : 
Buck, Perry, Martin, gabbl'd. ſcraps of plays, 
And Maſter Matthew's + Ghoſt appear d for Hayes: 
Dawſon, and Baker next attach'd the throng, 

An hornpipe ſhuffling, as they trip'd along; 

The neck retorted Nancy muſt aſſume, 

And Shuter ſſuall d behind,---as Sguire Groom F. 
Baker a baſket bore in Shuter's train, 


And in it peep'd the gentle Miſs Cockain ; 


The Deuce is in him. I Every man in his humour. 


+ Loye a la mode, 


Bradſhaw 


THE SMITHFIELD ROS CIAO. 23 
Bradſhaw ſupinely ſmil'd, and rode a- ſtride, 
And Wilford danc'd before. the kind Miſs Bride: 
Ten brooms revers'd, ten ragged ſweepers bear, 
As many ſnuffers glitter in their rear: 
A braſen trumpet echo'd through the courſe, 
And Catlee ſmil'd upon a pye-ball'd Horſe, 
In robes of filver, and as fair '® milk, 
And flutt'ring half in air on wings of filk : 
The wanton mob, the little wanton haill _ 
Whilſt tall Sir Whifflle kiſs'd her horſe's floating tail. 
Mills fancy's ſtandard bore, with martial grace, 
And Miles, and-Rooker follow'd face to face, 
Plac'd on an Oſtrich; which a failor led, 
And Mr. Weller Aam'd the fool in Red : 
Pantomime figures um next are brought, 
And Mrs. Dyer gallop'd on a goat, - 
With all that beauty, gaiety, and air, 
That forms a face fuperlatively fair-: 
She fair, ſhe kind, moſt fair, moſt kind, ſhe's kpown, 
The wiſh, the toaſt, the paſſion of the Town. 


Legions: 
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Legicns of various colour'd imps advance. 


Furies in painted fire riſe up and dance: 
Led cn by LEO the griſly King of fire 
Thrice wav'd his fork, and thrice the fiends jump'd Ms 
In dull ſepulehral notes the Devil groan'd, 


In anſwer Proſerpine as ſweetly moan d: 

Miller, far fairer than fair Enna's Mits, 

Firſt pluck'd, a plucking flowers by luſtful Dis *; 

Say ?---may a poet dare to tempt 'the: ſhore, 

And try to win what Orpheus loſt of yore! 

More gay, more kind, more ſweet, than all He ſaid, 
In pleaſure faſhion'd, and in beauty bred. 

Ten Cattle Drivers next, with ten ſhort ſticks, 

In greaſe, and various clouts, ſhew various tricks: 
Two Chimney-ſweepers with a ſoot-charg'd aſs, 
With Wairte, and CLARk at top ſupinely paſs: 

A phalanx thick of Bill-ſtickers appear'd, | \ [1-158 


High on their poles, the Mayor of Garrat rear d: 


® Bluto raviſhed Proſerpine 1 in the "a of Enna. 


Nane 


THE SMITHFIELD ROSCIAD. 235 


Behind creep'd four ſupporting of a butt, 
And in it braſen'd Proteus Sammy Foot :. 

© Now, now you fre me, now, you ſee me not,” 
A Bawd, a Major, Auctioneer, a Sot: 

The mob enrag d, to ſee themſelves in maſk, 

A Cooper ſent, and headed up the caſk : 
Whitfield ne'er gave the Genius ſuch a rub, 
They cheer'd the conqueſt---and they ſton d the tub. 
Faulkner elated glory'd in his ſhame ;, 

And run, forgetting that he had been lame. 
Twelve Hatters next proceed of ebon hue, 

And Dib--e on a Cow look d all a-ſkew- : 

| His left hand held, and ſhook her dirty tail, 
His right bore. up a mug of potent ale: 
Perch'd on his head the Queen of dullneſs ſtood; 
And burſt at laſt in this maternal mood. 


5. * 
N 


9 My Son, my darling Son, dear Dib--e thee, | 
« Murd'rer of comic proſe, and poetry : | 
Long may ſt thou reign a Pzixce, my dear firſt, born, 


To ſenſe a foe, of RE Toxic the ſcorn: 


H Thon 


— 3 — — - 
—— h - — —ñmu—y— — — - 
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Thou art my own dull blood, dull perfect clay, 
What need have we of art, of nature fay? 
Ambition ſpurn, if to it fenſe muſt ſteer, 

© In all be dull, and ſtupidly ſevere : 

© Let others ſoar for Fame, learn thou of: me 

« Deeds of no import, Pritice of Ribaldry: 
Jo impudence, and ignorance make pretencez 
te And boaſt no ray of wit, no ray of ſenſe ; 

© Let others toil; and fret upon the ſtage, 

«© To pump the laughter of a frantic age: 

© Let Powell charm, and feed on Buology, 

© Riſe thou ſuperior in Tautology > 

te As Col'nel Tamper let Obrien pleaſe, 

te Replete with perfect humour, perfect eaſe; 

« O! let him boaſt, © he's all the Town can hope,” 
And equall'd only by Amelia Pope. 

©« Let Kin g by gabbling with peculiar ate; 

te Make hands declare the feelings of the heart: 


* Characters in the Deuce is in him. 


© Let: 


5 


„ 
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Let them be faut d in all tlie rings of würth, 

© Only inferior to the A8Þ86Y8 Yofth : 

le Stilk let it be thy ſtüdy, aud thy am, 

« To fweivE from merit} ꝗ̃tüte abfolvꝰ d by wh 
«© Reſolv'd; {hf ffedcty, of thy Mora füll, 

8e Impenetrably thick, cart 6bſtina ately dull: 

« Above alt Dinices,=--yer beneath aff Mex ;” 


She paus'd. and ready thoifthdf eld AH. 


Then from her ſon ſhe fle, beneath a Group 
Of Fiends, of Genii tumbl'd from her hoop: 


Scoffing Scurrility, Contempt, Exceſs ) 


Folly, Jeſt, Impudence, and Emptineſs: 
In Mock'ry's hands pontific Miters ſhone, 


She follow'd DuLiness to Fitz---k's Tyrons; 


Where, when great Dullneſs ſaw her choſen pair; 
Her fogs encreas'd; and dens'd the eaſeing air: 
Her ample Viſage ſill'd the ample place, 

And dripping miſts dilate her dripping face : 


Raptur'd ſhe gaz d around the vaulted Doux, 


And gave the Two a welcome to her home, 
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The Goddek, 


— 
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i Then thrice ſhe groag d l- dhe Fiend ce groarf Fo 
All bill an halt Al bal the Penn rie. 
he fogs en | the Goddeſs ſpoke no more, Fe tn cr by : : 
| — K, ae e- of Sharvareifud roar. 10 by 5 95 
A | Feats ſcaffolds, benches, ails, gave crack for crack, 


* we nr 


FO 


—— I.E 


ſome beat, ſome bie d, came : limp} 
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